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Keswick was so small a country town that in
the summer its gardens dominated all the rest.
Greta Hall is at the entrance to it from the Carlisle
side, and once they had crossed the little bridge
they were almost there, but Judith could smell the
flowers mingling with the soft friendliness of the
cut hay that lay on the open fields.

She could see the peace of the town, the
farmers' carts, Mr. Probus the Apothecary stand-
ing at his door enjoying the sun, two young
ladies laughing as they came out of Mrs. Gray's,
the bonnet shop, old Mr. Fordyce the anti-
quarian, who was said to sleep half the year on the
Roman Wall, with his snuff-coloured wig and
old-fashioned breeches. As the carriage turned
up the drive she thought: * It will take more than
Jennifer's insults to drive me away from this.'

This was Judith's first visit to the Southeys.
Mrs. Coleridge and Mrs. Southey had been to
Uldale. They were quiet, comfortable women;
certainly Mrs. Southey was a comfortable woman.
About Mrs. Coleridge one could not be so sure;
there were lines of discomfort about her mouth,
restlessness in her eyes. You could see that they
were sisters and had lived for most of their lives
together.

Yes, the house was charming, a nursery garden
on the right as they climbed the hill; then you
could see an orchard with plum trees and apple
trees behind the house. They were admitted by
a cheerful motherly-looking woman, who con-
ducted them into the parlour on the left of the
passage. They waited in the parlour, gathered